3^0                   JUDITH PARIS                    PART

scaffolding. Young Stane was in the boat, and
Georges suddenly caught him, held him in the air,
then flung him into the waves while all the people
cried.

She woke, trembling, damp with sweat. At
first the deep quiet of the room with only the
sound of the singing streams soothed her. She
lay there and listened to her heart as it slowly
diminished its terrible beating. How good that
it had only been a dream! From her bed she
could see, in the faint morning light, the shadows
of the homely, familiar things, and beyond the open
window the friendly breast of the rising hill.

She was in her own house with friends on every
side of her. Since her return, although she had
said very little to anyone, they had all understood,
it seemed, that Georges was in some trouble. They
did not like Georges, but with that wonderful
silent sympathy that is perhaps the Cumbrian's
finest gift, they had closed in around her, showing
her their affection and loyalty. She had never
been so near to them before as she was now.

Yes, but she wanted Georges. She wanted
him with a fierce hunger that was an experience
quite new to her. She was doing what he told
her, staying here and filling her life with little
daily interests, but, in the back of her mind, there
was always the fear that after a while, if he did not
return, waiting would be too hard for her, and she
would run off to Whitehaven and search for news
of him.

To conquer her desire for him she lay there,
as the new light flowed about the room and a